

When in the morning our troupes did gather head. 
Paffing the wadies with our carriages. 

The impartiall tide deadly and inexorable. 

Came raging in with billowes threatning death, 

.And (wallowed vp the moll ofall our men. 

My felfe vpon a Galloway right free, well pa'cd,' 
©utftripdtheflouds that followed waue by wane, 

J (o cfcap’dto tell this tragicke tale. 

Griefc vpon griefe, yet none fo great a griefe. 

To end this life,and thereby rid my griefe. 

Was euer any fo infortunate. 

The right Idea of a curfed man, 

As I,poore I, a ti iumph for defpight, 

My feuergrowes.what ague (hakes me fo? 

How farre to Swin^ead, tell me, doe you know? • 

Prelent vnto the Abbot wmrd of my repaire. 

My ficknefle rages, to tyrannizevpon me, 

1 cannot line vnkffe this feuer leaue me. 

Phil. Good cheere my Lord ,t he Abbey isatband, 
Behold my Lord, the Churchmen come to meet you* 
Enter the Abbot and certain e Monks. 

Abb. All health Schappines to our Soueraigne Lord the 
John Nor helpe nor happineffe hath John at all. (King. 
Say Abbot, am I welcome to thy houfe ? 

Abb. Such, welcome as our Abbey can afford. 

Your Maietty (hall be allured of. 

Phthp. The King thou feeft is weake and very faint, 
What vi&uals haft thou torcfrefh his Grace? 

Abb. Good-ftoremy Lord, of that you need notfeare, 
For Lined ifhirCjand thefeour Abbey grounds 
Were neuer fatter nor in better plight. 

John. Philip thou nc uer needft to doubt of cates, 

Nor King nor Lord is feared halfe fo well. 

As are the Abbess throughout all the Lan<^ 

Ifany plot of ground do pafle another, 


of Kfigfohn. 

The friers fatten on it ftrait: 

But let vs in to taftc of their repaft. 

It goes againft my heart to feed with them 

Or be beholding to fuch Abbey groomes. Exeunt. 

Manet theMonke. 

Monke. Is this the King that neuer lou’d a Frier? 

Is this the man that doth contemne the Pope? 

Is this the man that robd the holy Church, 

A nc ) yet will flie vnto a Friory- ? 

Js this the King thataymes at Abbeis Lands? 

Is this the man whom all the world abhorres. 

And yet will flie vnto a Friory? 

Accurft be Swinjlead Abbey, Abbot.Friers, 
Monkes,Nunnes,and Clarkes, and all that dwell therein, 
Ifu-icked John efcape aliue away. 

Now if that thou wilt looke to merit he2uen. 

And be canoniz’d fora holy Saint: 

To pleafe the world with a deferuing worke. 

Be thou the man to fet thy cenntrey free. 

And murder him that feekes to murder thee. 

Enter the Abbot. 

Abbot. Why are not yon within to cheere the King? 

He now begins to mend, and will to meate. 

{Jvlonke What if I fay to ftrangle him in his fleepc? 
Abbot. What, at thy Mttmpjinmsl away, 
ARdfeekelomemeanesforto paftime the King. 

Monke. lie fet a dudgeon dagger at his heart. 

And with a mallet knocke him on the head. 

Abbot. Alas what meanes this Monketomurder me? 
Dare lay my life hee’l 1< ill me for my place, 

Olfonke. He poyfon him and it (hall nc’rcbe knowne, 1 
And then (hall 1 be chiefeft of my houfe. 

Abb. If 1 were dead indeed he is the next, 

But lie away, for why the Monke is mad, 

And in his madneffe he will murder me. 

L a Monke* 
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